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Kutti threw out his hands despairingly. " How should
I know ? He's reading in Sanskrit."
" Do the priests use Sanskrit among themselves, then, as
higher officials of the Roman Catholic Church use Latin ? "
" Oh no," yawned Kutti. " Most of them don't under-
stand it themselves. They learn the words off by heart for
these occasions. But I can't tell you much about the rituals
of this ceremony. Weddings in Madras are different."
" But aren't you a Hindu, too ? "
" Yes," he said grudgingly, " but all groups don't follow
quite the same marriage procedure."
" Well, what is the significance of the twisted scarf ? "
I persisted, as the priest twined a length of cord-like cloth
about the necks of the young couple sitting statue-like, face
to face.
" That ? Oh, that is like putting the yoke on a pair of
oxen when they are old enough to pull the plough."
A friend of the family escorted us from our seats to be
introduced to the bride's father and other squatting relatives
on the dais. Photographers discharged flash-bulbs. More
refreshments were handed round. Family gossip and the
current price of silk were discussed. Newcomers wandered
in and out and did everything except play jumping games
over the rope between the two who were being married.
And all the time the musicians in the adjoining room
thumped and blew as if their lives depended on each note.
Bride and groom in turn stirred a cup of milk with a silver
coin. Tiny dishes of spices and sweetmeats were placed
on the floor between them. Nobody would, or could, tell
me why.
For no special reason that was immediately apparent, the
face-covered bride was helped to her feet and led away
while the bored young man shifted heavily to a decorated
chair beside the platform.
Much of the ceremony was still to come, at the later
stages of which the bride would be brought back to assist.